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VI
The Marseilles Sleamer.

' Soffrire c Tao-re."

Th? steamer from Marseilles, with ita motley
throng of passengers, and still more motley
crew, has passed Mice, and is now skirting the
base of the maritime Alps, where shine, above,
the white convents and villas, and at their feet,
where the sea kisses the shore, the beautiful,
winding, terrace-bordered Cornice road. Past
these, and very near the ui, glides on the steamer;
past nest-like towns, high up among the rocks
and trees, like some colony of rooks about uu

ivy tower; past noble bays, where the light
felucca, with gull's-wing sail, darts arrow-like
across ; past ruined turrets, against which, in
the old time, Algcrire corsairs have pattered
their brazen shot; past village chapels, from
whose carapauiles the bell-music came sollly
over the waters, to mvet theoi with a word of

peace; past tumbling, racing torrents, brawliuiflythemselves down from the green
hillsides ; past vineyards, and chestnut lorcsts,
aud mulberry plantations, and orange groves,
and olive yards, and mystic palm trees, stretchingout towards the sea their plaintive spires,
murmuring and yearning for the land beyond

,i waves, where the sun is their own, their
father and their friend ; past all these, and
>» tv near .0 them at times, glides on the steamer,
making her rapid way towards Genoa the Sul>erb.
The air is fine, the sea is smooth, the sky is

bright, and the travellers seein to be doing their
!>. .t towards the enjoyment of the moment.
Not with the light Frenchman, however, gayly
whistling " Malbrook,*' nor with the brightO'-dGenoese, humming an air from Ilossini;
nor with the artist sketching the sailor group
about the mast; nor with the pale English
. irl, who is longing for the mild air of Floreu«>, is our eouceru. A tingle passenger
must absorb our interest.the lady clad in
nlaek, who sits apart there, communing with
herself; and all other features of this various,
many-colored scene, must go perforce untouched.A lady dressed in black, with bent
f.rin, stooping shoulders, and care-worn, haggnrdfeatures, that shock you like the white
I.ii'- of a drowned man, tossed into the moonIJit by some wave, that, not willing to keep
nil its horror to itself, vindictively compels you
II be participator of it. It is not the lace of a
. astly eelt tormentor, neither, but of one long
t im* tnrttiruil rur>L*n^ imnnwanof) f'nr tKa aol'P

! some heroic thing she has done, some giatid
t.uih, sorue matchless love, some eternal, undisturbedtideliiy. And it is this idea of bitter

fiering, all undeserved, which shocks u<, not

anything repulsive in the lace itself; which,
lined with care, wan wiih anxiety and unrest,

yet most sweet amid all its sadness.
Who i» she, then? A wife, and a mother;

1 at nor witely nor motherly joys had ever
b"c;i hers. She had known more than fbrtv
years ol life, more than twenty years of love,
'ait rhrom/h it all liar! erent. in scarce one in-ignificantray of bunslnne, while love had

I _'ht- d her days, us the simoom blights the
. rt palm-tree". But she was m ar the end

i,ww, she told herself with saddest flattery.
n. ar the end now; loving on, not hoping, hut

<.1,during. Whatever might be thai
whenever that end in?rrht come, it would

\ old not, shock her. So much of shadow
he l :o] known, so tnueh of dungeon endured

il it anv change now would be comparative
sun-bine, and especially the change she fl*f
t i herself of, ihe last change of all in ',k

< entf'ul history." Fur she was one at those

al.o have a right to welcome the s»*n,uon8!
and bless the messenger.
When the man pleases and the wonan loves,

r: -v to rehearse, in saddest <rV0,'j ot

ihe time union of Jove and 'X-'mfle. i he

" rnes in his splendor, at- «h.'' l^r woman,

inblind forever, must *ncefortk pursue a

de.»i,late and sunless paP
v n:' what upon tby .ra '.M»heal.-Lloyd's i.iari-

1 l'"' budt »p. Fully so

- ,,hss it was, su,--o'^ohite. Is it possible
-at. withal, she a?le t<.,1fi",3 consolation in

I-VI,-r. and <lf'r.l, Il1 ^ith vision. orocreaU

r iiare' might be, and indeed I think
,\:iv- died else.yet.how could i!

be ? / *

<.«mI k.-eps hi* holy tnvMerie*
Jest on the om-iilr ot nm-.'s drctitn '

I "opiiMin ow, weih'nk
To l.rnr ihrir pinions rise and sink,
W litis they flout pure lieiienlh His ryes,
m»e swan* idown a rtrraw*

i-t-t us look at this woman's story. Perchanct
it may enlighten us IMfMtBIJ some elemenff

t its sequel, in which resides onr own story,
hi. i. us such, need not to be regarded as an epi
sodi.

.
" O ar.imi' arfaiiatc,

Vftnif a noi parlar. s'aliri uol uiejia ''

Margaret Lloyd was the daughter of a Pro
t 111 the College which gave litale Lloyc

1 degree. She was just entering a little so

at the age of sixteen, when she and Lloyd
m»: for the first time, he being a student. Mar

' wis exceedingly lovely, then ; somewhal
a girl, and childish, perhaps, but sweet, inod

!."> rit, with deep loving eyes, and a soul
I passion, truth, and honesty. Well, ther

*. Lloyd wns the man of the College, some

and inclined to frolic, it was whispered
< a diiigly handsome, and very popular,

w ith his fellow-studenta and the *' Facul
r he had a great reputation for talenl

scholarship, promised to stand prominent
v..r>l in the profession he had elected for
ithal, could atfectthat frank, liberal, deli

i manuer, which is a guaranty of ad
with one's ass«xiates. He was a quick
lie man, liery aud proud, with a hril

and a genuine ardor of character.
.-ueh, he subdued the little girl of six

i. art, soul, wind, so that she came ti
!.iin her god, and worshipped him. Selfisb
.lit Ik?, and haughty, but lie was not uii

s at start, nor dishonest; and so, whet
v< red the little flower's yearning towards
fell m love also, as far as such a nature

i love; and they formed between them
mi engagement to marry, as soon as he
liecouie a graduate, liut his father, the
id milled old Federalist, somehow came

I r of it.he was aghast at the idea 01 the
i ui' all the Lloyds and Van Coppernaeh

' 1/ into and mingling with the l>aae ele
lira* watered such common channels.

auL'h a daughter of a Johu Brown, aud s

^u: II, too, that is without an e.' who evet
cur-i (.f such a thing? 'tis altogether prepos

* and so, he ordered his son to break
V 'L1 match forthwith, under pain of his higL

-ure. Uf course, this mandate was dis
scorned. Indeed, it was always one

1 o: J J, ale Lloyd's prideful selfishness io be
t;*' tuimous. He went to the Professor, and
'; : to marry his daughter out of hand. He
A; age, he said, and had property enough

11 ndividual right to provide for their modp
'* Alas, there was pride even in a

without the e, aud, as fathers are veryl- do, Professor Johu Brown thought onlyhi; pride.not at all his daughter's suffering
*r:. He had received an insulting letter from
'"d patru iau, aud so he forbade the sou

r ' J -e, uud lbrbade him with a sleruuetn

rs"- he thought would be dual, and, to make ii
'Uj/Jv so, made it cruel. Then Beale Lloyd
'",UI? ;illcer and his wounded pride, quite tor
* little girl who was piniug for him, and

y sobbing out his name ou her pillow. H<
I ; wa.v, and years slipped by. His brothel
fdt' T'^drawn lrorn his father's business.*

'&->lter, it was whispered.and had gone tc

r
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Crts nnknown. The old m* n wm feeble, and
a)« fiHo/l with <Iib rxiHofnl nnlinn that the

" house" must lie sustainm], gave up his
thoughts of a profession.his darting idea, more
dear to him because he felt.it snatched from
his grasp.to take his father's place, redeem
the remitj credit, and drudge in a bank. Final-1
ly, the old Federalist diesF1 aid then Lloyd
seemed to remember the littl g rl who had surrenderedso completely her h*»ait into bis keeping,and to feel some computet ons about her.
He visited the College towr.ung about the
Professor's house in disguise', hud an iuterview
with Margaret, and found Iter unchanged, as

loving, as devoted as ever. fiiow that he caine

hack to her, after those long* terrible years of
darkness, her love became f delirium, unrea

soiling, not looking beyond, ofdy contemplating
ita object. It was indeed that ;

'' Amor, cbe a nnllo atnalo f-ma r peiiiona "

Had be then required her b> t ecotoe his mistress,she would have yielded, ; think, though
she would have died, after. ;But ha was a just
man, in his own hard fashion, an«1 so he resolved
to marry her. Yet, because pf his resentment
against the Professor, the man who had visited
ignominy upon a Lloyd, it wns necessary to

punish him while rewarding his child."" You
see the man remembered n«^|ii ig of the mandate,"Judge not," but, essayed to balance the
scales of Heaven in his own impotent erring
hand. Ah, Beale Lloyd, you hfctre garnered in
a bitter harvest from that seed-tme! He made
the poor, blind, love-stricken, niatu&ted girl
swear a solemn oath, by her G» d and by her
love, by her future in heaven at I by her presIer,t in him, never to reveal to anye11 o, especially
to those of her own family, wit'oi tt hie consent,

1."*moa hf»P itmili-
CilllCl WUUir BliC vi m... ^

tion, or auryht at all concerning \e;. He know
well enough that, in such inattjw, silence is
blacker than the worst. He Knew that thus he
was secure of his revenge, a*id Th£ thought of
nothing beyond it. Body and soil .she was his.
She swore the oath, and fled by ni-sht wit^ him
from her father's house. They were married
under the name of Beale, and rjSnoved to a

quiet town near New York, w.utre he could
visit her conveniently, and yef a^-nd any trlaircia.ument.This flight broke ^.-mpletely the
proud heart of John Brown witl ->ut an c. lie
thought his daughter had fallen'as Lloyd-intendedhe should think. He nVvt r inquired for
her, never held up his head al'.e^vbrds. When
Lloyd's son Rupert, his elder child, was about
six months old, he heard that the.l'rofessor was

on hi< death-bed, and, seized w.tV sudden remorse,took mother and child tr, see the dying
man, and told him all. But thv eruelty was

too hitter for even death to snlcotb. Rising
up in his bed, dying as he was, this proud and
stricken John Brown without the ^cursed theiu
then and there, cursed them both, cursed them
like a prophet, with ban and anathema and
maranatha, as onlv a proud, heart broken old
man can curse.and then, befoi ; they could
bo hurried from that awful prc^nee, full in
their sight, he yielded to a preset* ro still more

| awful, fell back, gasped, and died > And, with
that curse flung over In-r like a f *H, Margaret
Beale went away.a joyless wife,. .rowing that
she should never again prosper, -feeling that
thenceforth her love was to be sunless and unfruitfulto the end. The ''smuggling" of his
wife was convenient, had become a habit, and
Lloyd did not eare to change it. He was too
much absorbed in business to desire an ' estabjlishinent," and.she did not object, ^he did not

repine. Jt was part of her punish-n jnt. Lveu
I wtien. as »he children annrouched w age when
tb»y promised to become comfort- to her, this
concealment made them obstacles, and they
were taken from her, and sent nor id to school,
she stiH did not object. And, wit at, her huskeep

the knowledge of it front hg % and it was

not until his crime had begun, Mow months

back, that he had come to lean u^ttu her, and
share life with her at all. But tic hud done

t j this latterlj, and not only was the p or forlorn
1 wretch willing to accept the staiu the sake

r of tk« love, but she had even c i e to considerthese, days of earthqaake s K rnin the
, teebly smiling Indian summer of * *he that had

been until then utterly without sue. bine,
And this was the woman who i H apart on

the deck of the steamer, «s she dr< -r rapidly in
towards Genoa. One thought, ot Hope, one

dream, only filled her breast, and » i -.ed some

thing like tears in her dry eyes : si jras going
to join her husband and her ehildre , o become
part and parcel of their griefs aih roys, their

very life, and never to l>e separate^ 1-oru them
i again, so long as she lived. This vfj all; she

cared for no more; she only prayed, -ver, to be
spared until that consummation. Ttgn, joined
outre to them, she could lay down er weary

> head, and murmur : Now, Lord, let 1 servant

depart.
' Something creates a stir within \^j throng;

herds are bent forward : a gun is firej/from the
I bow ;

" voices cry, " There it is ! " J.je bright
eyed Genoese is standing near her. his eyes
are brighter than ever; they seem > glisten,
but he does not hum the air from R>-isini any
longerhe is gazing like the rest.

' What do they say?" asks Mr-~ Beale.
starting to her feet, eager, tremblir - ,

" what
: do they meaH ?"
1 The cry of mingled voices grow stronger.
"Genes. Genua. Genova. Gene ' city ol

palaees ,
,

The bright-eyed Genoese, swelling itli pride
and lore, cured of his nostalgia, ha| r, grand,
turns to her, and wnves his hand : " hold ! Il
la tlannvo.llpimw la Sunerba!" ^

In America, he is but a six-peun /ruiterer,
vending oranges and figs ; here, lu* * fellow
citizen of Andrea Doria, a son of tl^ I'roud.

t a child of the Superb !
Yes, it is Genoa.
The coast expands into a broadPi»ue bay,

r that woos you with the splendar of its sun

shine; palaces, gardens, terraces, geow into
view; and now the city, the rival ( ueeu ol
mudiieval commerce^ the matronly R utana to
the glittering lascivious Statira, who i Queen

, of the Adriatic.decaying, yet palatia' gradu
ally expands, and rises up before tl^ eye, a

, pile of white gorgeous architecture, 1 >of over

roof, terrace over terrace, and blue in the dis
tance, and lifting themselves most royr y above

, those clustering spires and palaces, rise the
olived and vineyarded hills in one glorious amphitheatre,cuddling the city 'twixt their knees,
and seeming to hold out their welcoming arms

» to embrace the world that worships them for
i their beauty. Such a pure glancing bay, so

lovely in its blue alluring-depths, so smiling in
its calm golden sunshine; such a proud city,

i noble in her matronly ripeness, bright in her
! smiles, white as a bride at the altar, rich as a

Queen in her most ijueenlv and most jewelled
i state, and sitting there, throned more rovally
i than was ever King in Delhi the golden
i glancing waters her footstool, the gleaming
; marble of palaces her eruiined robes, the emer-

i aia onve-gruveu uci uvu, i.«. ^
of the crescent hills, the fair smiliug blue ol

- heaven her canopy and purple !
i "Tins is my ihrone; let Kings ron.e bow to it!"

r Now the steamer glides within the moles into
the harbor, where are clustered feluccas ol

E Smyrna, brigs of Baltic, steamers of South
i ampton, schooners of Chesapeake, ships from

the four quarters of the earth.not so many a«

: so various; that splendid harbor, wheuce Co>lumbus made his first cruise, whence Amerigo
I sailed for Cadiz, (thence to become immortal,)

whence once issued the freighted argosies and
swift war-galleys of the Genevese bourgeois:

' whence sailed old Doria and his Beet to beard
' the lions of St. Mark ; into which, the other daj
of this historic age, steamed storming the ships
of Fraace, her keen-eyed eagle plumed for some

mysterioos flight of issue still unknown, and all
Genoa crowned them j into this proud harbor
went the lithe and handsome steamer, sending

1 up a column of black smoke as its offering to
1 Hermes, God of Commerce, and moored 'Jong»side the quay.

I VII.
> Geneva, la Smperba.

r
' Ah, that eurli bemiy,*»rfitff in the light
Of living nature, caauot benowayefl
By Worot, nor by tbe pencil* silent skill! "

> Weidiycorlh
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"It lin there on the there like the Mraehed skeleton ot
owe ntontirooM c*st-away keaat; dark tut*, which cal'

ih< mselvra Gei:o«*e, creep ever it: blt»e wave* dash it
with foam, homrnintr a lullaby; ano the inoon, th' ptle
eye orMigtu look* down on it with sorrow.".
"Mare tenza petot, mouli tenza liguo, nomioi senz-i

'ede, donne renza vergogna!"" (An entmy's opinion, anA
not w,rth much.)

George is in quite a pitiable way indeed, and
has wofully receded from that sleek, laughing
darkev, who sailed two months since out oi
New Vork. He has fallen victim to his own

generosity, and is eaten up by Atra Crtra.a
doubly-black pestilence in his case. His hair
is not half so kinky as it used to be, and his
skin looks Idull, his eye is heavy, his step unelastic.Beyond all doubt, he is that saadest
of all mortal spectacles.a melancholy darkey.
And this, too, in spite of Genoa and its Sunny
smile, in spite of having nothing to do, in spite
of the intense seasoning of genial philosophy
with which his whole nature was seasoned.
Aye, 'tis a melancholy darkey that kicks his
heels in the courtyard of the Palazzo Cieeo,
yawning, and talking to himself, with intervals
of attention to certain spots which flea-acupuncturegave him an excessive consciousness of.
He has been ten days in Genoa, and in those
ten d&)s has actually ceased to cut a pigeonwingmore than ten times a day. He has exhaustedboth bis own resources and the sights
of the city. He has been to the opera, but
didn't like it. The Marioikstti have taken their
departure for Milan; the popular buffo has
failed to make him lauph more than once, and
the street-singers are no longer able to arouse
him into geueroas coin-showers. He has surfeitedhimself with sweets at every shop, but
^ey only give him the dyspepsia, and he longs
now, with the longing of miserable nostalgia,
for a couple of dozen " Sound oysters " on the
half-shell, or a big plate of clam-chowder, as

only Molly knows how to prepare it. Ah.
Molly 1.that thought chokes him. He has
gambled with some of the chrome-colored hang
ers-on of 11 Palazzo Cieeo, for cigars, at their
strauge finger game, la mora.a sort of" Simon
says wiggle-waggle ".but one of the bandits
drew a knife upon him, and hi« self-respect preventshim from renewing acquaintance with
such dangerous sport. If he walks on the
street, the children yeii *' baboo*' after bim, and
the priests cross themselves significantly. Only
yesterday, he doffed his hat to a pretty fenglisfi
nursemaid, and was replied to with the opprobriousepithet of " Snowball." So his ways are

lonely, and his heart within him is bitterness
and gall. His only hope is in watcliing the
hotels, to learn if Mr. and Miss Beale have arrived,and in looking for the Semaphore on the
mole of the harbor to telegraph the approach of
the steamer from Marseilles.

Why, then, this so intense lugohriousuess of
George, in spite of the suushine.that sunshine
in which invalids love to die.in spite of his
money, and of his dignity as valet de chambre ?
In spite also of mora and the theatre.the prettyharbor and the dainty sweetmeats.in spite,
finally, of this grand Palazzo Cieco, of whose
lessee and occupant he is the most prominent
outward and visible sign? It cannot be his
separation from Molly, for he is used to that,
and, moreover, has very little talent for domesticity,at the best. No; there is another cause,
and that is, simply, because withiu that palace
there is a dark shadow, whose chilling influencehas extended itself' over George's very
soul, and awes him with the perpetual suggestionof its malign mystery. So the Pontine
marshes send forth their subtile malaria, and,
-by night, neighboring walls reek with moisture,
are grown over with fungus, sported upon by
filthy and slimy insects, and rot away by degrees.So, in the East, when the plague riots
around you, hearing the wild cries of mourning,
feeling how the ever<j0Qt

UWh your blood shriuks back to
yuiir heart,'and you shudderingty recognise
yourself for the next victim.

For Beale Lloyd.or Mr. William Beale, as
we shall have to know him in Genoa.is there,
within the palace; and he is exceedingly bud
company for any poor darkey having a soul,
being fond of the sunshine, and prone to show
his white teeth in pleasant laughter. All of us
have a certain timidity towards that which we

canuot understand.not being exactly afraid of
it, but deairiug to be out of the sphere of its influence; since, being once comprehended, it
may turn out something very terrible indeed.
Especially is this our case with respect to
sAat/oic-mysterics mysteries, namely, that
come between us and enlightenment with the
manifest and palpable effect of a clond, which,
whether if contain lightning and thunder or not,
fails not in either case to make all around us

darker than it was previous to the cloud's coming.Now, this was Georgfe'a case, very exactly,
lie could uot by any means comprehend the
man whom he had yet saved. Indeed-, it is
probable that this man could not understand
himself. For two mouths he had been going
inward, so to speak, digging away at his own

grief, toying with it, ana curiously speculating
upon its form and substance, color and dimensions.He bad ceased to view himself in the
light of outside laws, had refused to measure
himself by other standards, had declined to associateor have intercourse of any kind with
men, and so he had inseusibly come to invest
his crime with a species of metaphysical covering,had clad it in garments not belonging to it,

f had set it up before him en grande tenue, and
was now prepared to worship it, as Jhe Yezid
worships his devil, with a curiously-blended
sense of shuddering horror and awful reverence.likethe Oboe man before a Fetiche,
which his morbid, dark, selfish brain has taught
him to hedge about with terrifying and destruc[tive attributes.
There is no wonder that honest, simple-heartedGeorge felt the shadow flinging across his

ways, and shuddered. The merest child will
shudder at contact with the bars and bolts and
drear walls of a prison, though all unconscious
of their meaning and intention ; and here was

r this merry lover of the sun and the song, com;

pellcd to behold his patron as it were locked
close in a dungeon, as deeply secret as the
heart of the great pyramid, reached by no pos»
sible ray ot sunlight, unapproached by any

! breath of pure air, and drowned in eternal darkness,save for the lurid glare of the fires by
which he was performing his strange, mystic,
and (as George could not help thinking) diabolicalrites. Nor was George very far out of
the way respecting the diabolical nature of
these rites. Though it was a simple process of
cookery and of preparation of food for his own
spirit, Mr. Beale was feeding upon his own

thoughts, and to do that morbidly is surely to do
it instigante diabolo.'It is singular indeed upon
what food the spirit is able to subsist.nay,
more, to rejoice in, to get fat upon. The disparityseems great enongh between simple
bread aud meat, aud your patSs de fo'u grae,
ymir yotage aux nidt da oiseaux, your fricasex
t) la hiche dc mer.but spiritual appetites have
a far wider and more extensive range. Arsenic
seems a deadly enoagh poison, yet men and
women have gained in figure and flesh, in wind
and strength and beauty, by its use; ana so,
some souls have attained an unn&taral developmentby resorting to equally unnatural provisj.ion. Contrast William Mifburn and Theodore
Parker, in their respective estimates of spiritual
necessities, and you will grasp my meaning.*
So Beale Lloyd, loft to himselt and his disease,
Jed himself upon his crime, instead of trying to
eradicate it from his system. Nor is it strange
that he should do so. Leave the most petty
murderer to his own thoughts, in the dark cell
of punishment, and he will almost certainty ar1rive at one of two resnlts: either that it is fdte,
and he is therefore the victim: or that it isfor a
cause: that he is a Corday, a Bonnivard, again,
equally, a victim. It is not his fault, it is the
fault of the system under which he is SO left.
If you would not ruin him, either hapg him, Or
cause him to view his deed as other men look
npon it. Let him fee) his Ignominy and degradation;let him weave, witn h» mkit villain*
weaving around Jbim.low-browed rogues, with
close-cropt hair, and in prison garb. Teach

VtS* Mr. MUHatm* Autt>bto*»*phT, ami Mr Parker's

Providence of1 a rX&a<£&tltXiisriTJXi
hi* creature*; the oilier centre* all things in himyclf, with
an ab*oluu Kgo-htn-kai prnn ism made ridicuoas by a

vanity that i» so transcendent a* to five a* aetaai pain. .
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to reg»rtl these the fit and proper associates
ofhis highmightiness.otherwise, yon demo him
eterually, by pampering his spkiteai pride.

Into this state is Beale Lloyd relapsing very
fasL The Fates have ordained it, says he, and
I am a victim of circumstance. Ue has not
quite convinced himself of this, yet, of coarse,
but this is the conclusion towards which he is
rapidly drifting.a dismal, close-locked harbor,
from which there is scarce a possible exit, and
where the teredo ean honeycomb one's ship at
will. Besides, there are many wild dreams of
reinstating himself aud, withal, the poor mortalis failing fast, such gnawing thoughts play
havoc with the storm-battered craft.

lessee of a palace, he is the actoal occupant
of a cell, both really and metaphorically.dismal,fevered.knowing no sunsnine.

But there may be a change, for the Semaphoreindicates that the Marseilles steamer is
at hand, and George's face brightens with an
unwonted smile of hope as he hurries towards
the quay.

lie has no trouble in finding the person he is
in quest of, and Mrs. Beale recognbu**»» the.negrowho approaches her, takes oif his hat, and
gives her welcome to Genoa, with a cordial
hope that she is well, and has had a pleasant
voyage, the mau George, who, ander the facile
disguise of a woodsawyer in quest of employment,had acted as her husband's emissary
previous to his departure, aud hftd been recom*
incuded to her as entirely trustworthy.

" He is well.my husband is well 1 " she
cried, grasping his arm convulsively.

" Yes ma'am, thank ye, he's very well, but
rarflipr rlnvn In qnorritu ma'oiii Kinflpr lnnp-

some, I reek'n, and I'm real glad you come,
'case he's a wantin' for comp'ny," said George,
"He is here?"
" Yes'm.ouly," said George, apologetically,

" he don't go outen de palace nowhar.says
people'll p'int dere fingers at him ef he do so.
all a notion of his, ma'am.nobody gits p'inted
at here.but me, an' 'at's 'case I'm kinder dark
complected, I spec'."

" Are not my cbildreu here ? "
" No'in, not yit. Boss got a letter from' eiu,

and telled me they was to be here this week
sometime, but I hasn't seen nothin' of 'em yet,
though I was at the hotels and the counsel's
no later'u this mornin'.

" Then he is ali alone 1 Take me to him."
" Yes'm. Here, B'teester, you stan' by dese

trunks till dey goes into de custom house. Come
on, ma'am."
He put Mrs. Beale into a lumbering coach

that stood at the end of the qHay, and, mountingthe box beside the driver, gave the signal to
move on. And Mrs. Beale, as they threaded
their slow way across the triangular piazza
fronting on the quay, could not prevent her interestbeing awakeued by the unwonted scene,
spite of all her heart-wearineBs, and of all her
anxiety, to be with her husband.

[to be continued.]

INKLINGS FROM THE FRONTIER;
OF,

LIFE ON THE PLAINS AND ADVENTURES IN
THE TENTED FIELD.

Camp at Red Rock Canon.
To the Editor of the National Era :

While other correspondents of the press are

discussing the sayings, doings, fashions, and
politics of society, and the genus homo, why
should not I, who am far remote from civilization,not jot down a few inklings of the mannersand habits of interesting specimens of the
animal kingdom ? If 1 fail to interest, amuse,
or instruct you, please take the will for the deed,
student who ftrfe&ofo:
The whole universe, all nature, both animate
and inanimate, show forth the power, the wisdom,and the loving kindness of God. All
nature sings his praise, and the glad anthems
vibrate on every chord of our finer feelings:

u IIow willi the song of every hird,
A nil with the Kent ol every flower,

Soir.e recollection tlear in elirr d
Of many a long-departed hour"

And how often, during our lonely walks, do we

realize that
' The meanest flower that bloon * can give
Thought* that do often lie to-> deep for tear*."

And here on the vast plains, where big-mouthed
oaths and bitter curses are more frequent than

Gospel teachings, and ribald songs than hymns
of praise, the lover of Nature and Nature's God
realizes the sentiment of the poet who sang.

" Were I in churchle-s xolitud** remaining,
Far from all voice of teachers and divines,

My soul would find, in flower of Hod's ordaining,
Priests, sermons, shrines ?"

The little animals. those ingenious little
creatures whom God seems to have peculiarly

v 1 \ 1_ _/ IT* J
endowed.aiso preacu sermons or nis wisuom

and infinite goodness.
Why, then, should we not stody the habits

and history of every class of the animal king*
dom, however insignificant they may appear to
the mere casual observer ?
The gopher is another species of the burrowinganimal. He is not, however, near so large

as the prairie dog, being only about three times
as large as the mole, the deapoiler of onr gardensand strawberry beds; and has none of his

(the prairie dog's) habits, excepting he lives in
communities, and burrows in the earth. The
gopher chooses light sandy soil for the site of
his town, :iud has no open port of entrance to his
domestic residence, and is as exclusive and as

jealous of the curious eye as John Chinaman.
Small round mounds of sand, pretty thickly scatteredover a wide extent of sandy plain, is a sure

indication that thousands of gophers live, move,
have their being, and dig, in that particular vicinity; but one will lmve to keep a sharp look-ont, if
he ever sees one of them. 1 have heard prairie
men, of much experience on the plains, say that
they Wave never yet seen a gopher, although
accustomed to seeing their little sand-hill towns

year after year. I believe this species is called
the pocket gopher, owing to a pocket-like con1trivance on each side of the neck, by which
they are enabled to carry op sand, and dispatch

tnnab- mnni\A hitildirtfr In in
nitrii "vi* v*

obtain a sight of one of these exclusive little
fellows, and examine his wonderful mechanism,
one must station himself in proximity to a

mound being built, and watch until he ascertainsat what particular spot the gopher is working.This he will learn by seeing a quantity of
fresh sand occasionally thrown above the surface.Then let him take sight along his rifle
until he draws a fine " bead" on tha precise
spot, and then, just as the next load of saad is
thrown up, let hiai fire ; if he is a good marksman,he will probably kill the innocent little
workman, and have an opportunity of gratifyinghis curionity. It is said that each pocket
of the gopher has the capacity of holding a

considerable quantity of sand, and that he has
the power of turning it inside out with a quick
motion, thus ejecting his-load with considerable
projectile force.

Talking of the gopher famHy, brings up a

laughable reminiscence of by gone aavs. I
once put up at a hotel in one of the larger
town* in an interior State. At the dinner
.table Were two gentlemen returning from a
tour out West. Tnese gentlemen, among other
notable things to be seen out West, mentioned
the gophers and their peculiar habits. In reply
to some question aakea by one of the boarders,
one of the tourists remarked, 41 Oh, yea, the
gopher family is very numerous, both in XQino«arid Iowa." Juat at this point of the cooversation-an intense Democratic politimao
came and took his seat opposite. " What tarn*,
ily is that you were speaking of?" queried our
Demfiiratic boarder, looking up and down tha
table, While a knowirg and self complacent
smile played about the corners of his mouth.,

nsp&i is&s*
Iowa. Very rich, most of 'em. Know 'em
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myself. Oot aeqnainted with "cm when I was t
out thar last year.that' is, with tbo leadim
ten of tite family. Wail tote for Pierce next

fall, every man of 'em j ami I'll bet high on
the Dimocratic party carryiug'both them States.''
Whan it was explained tHat the gopher family
referred to taere a class Cf burrowing quadruped^He awore it was another Whig trick; bui
he *11 willing to compromise the matter bytreating the urowd, in consideration that tbeywonld agree that the gopher family were Democratic.
As far as my own personal researches have

extended in the mysteries of the yapherfamily,\ have failed to discover that they possess
any Democratic proclivities, excepting that
they are undermining in their manoeuvres, and
prefer darkness to light 5 at least, that the
secret machinery of their governmental policyis kept hidden.
The great red aut, who build 1 those quaintpyramidal-shaped towers out of such prettylittlfe crystals and many-colored little pebbles,which often elicit the admiration of the travel

ler over the Southwestern plains, is an indnstxiouslittle insect, about whom a tew lines may
uot prove uninteresting. I have seen ant-hills,
or rather spires, built by this species, from two to
three feet high, and have heard of their measuringsix feet in height. The construction of
these conical spires constitutes a most wonderfuland tasty machinery. ^ hat an architecturalltaste, artistic eye, and appreciation of the
beautiful, these little fellows must have ! Tln-y
are as clean and neat as the most tidv house-
wife. All around the base of their spire is
kept as clean and smooth as the floor of a New
Englaud kitchen; Irom theaieat circle, in every
direction, diverge huudreds of tiny smooth and
cleanly-kept roads, along wtich countless numbersof busy ants are continually passing and
repassing.

it is my opinion that those examples of industry,perfect management! and economy, have
a monarchical form of government, and, like
the bee, have a king or queen.

During the summer they "put up" their
winter's food, which consists of other insects
and so forth, which they dpubtless ha ve some
means of preserving. I have spent hours in
watching the labors and doings of these ants,
and been greatly amused and interested in their
sagacity. I have seen two or three of them capturea grasshopper by stratagem, and worry him
by their iudefatigable courage and perseverance,
until they received sufficient reinforcement to
slay their prey and tear it to pieces, which they
at once proceed to carry to their quarters, and
store away in their coinini$*ury. Often have
I carried them a quantity qf sugar and bread
crumbs, just for tlu- pleasure of seeing the little
fellows waddle off" with loads five times their
, K..1L,

After riding hard on a hot day, the horse
blankets become perfectly saturated with sweat,
and it requires the greatest care to prevent
them from being fly-blown. If, however, in
spite of every precaution, they do get fly blown,
carry them to the ants, and they will clvan
them of every embryo insect*

There is another little ffllow who, in my
opinion, deserves a passing notice. I refer to
the horned-frog. You have heard of him. Well,
permit me to inform you that he is not properly
a frog, although popularly so called, for he
walks about with an uiislocratic step aud a

dignifled air, and neither hops nor jumps. Ho
is very social in his dis}tositn>nf easy to become
acquainted with, and quite familiar, after he
has ingratiated himself into your good graces.
His size is between that ol n to&d and a bullfri%but you must not let thjs comparison lead,
you to believe that he very much rusemblea
either of those reptiles in his personal appearwmt*rkrrntdnt; tub rxfhnor Ts 'dovered
with numerous little prickles or thorns 5 while
on his head, just above his eyes, are two considerablehorns, with very shqrp points. Cut I
am of opinion that those horns have been sup
plied more fo* ornament thdn nse, as I have
never seen him disposed to tele them, either on
the offensive or defensive.
One hot and sultry day in August, I had cut

a large bundle of fresh gryeu grass lor bedding,
over which I hud spread rny blankets, and was
about disposing myself for a pHeasant afternoon
tiesta, when a horned-frog mine walking in,
panting with heat ami fatigue, and, insisted
upon refreshing himself in the cool shade, and
occupying a portion of my couch. I repeatedly
drove him away, but he invariably returned,
with such a pleading look in his mild eyes, as

though, if he could only speak, he would beg
permission to shelter himself from the scorchingrays of the sun, and rest his little body for
a while. My heart warmed towards him,
and I disturbed him no more. I soon fell into
a slamber, and when I awoke,) 1 found that my
little companion had followed hiy example, and
was much diverted at his sleeping posture.
There he was stretched out Ua8 on hie bell/, his
left fore leg extended forward, and on it reclinedhis head ; while his right fore-leg was drawn
up under his breast. I concluded that the littlefellow might be hungry as well as wearr,
and procured some crumbs of bread, which I
offered him, buthe only tasted W tbern. I next
tried him with sugar, and soon'ascertained that
he had a sweet tooth. Pouriu)» some molasses
on a piece of paper, which I sot before him, he
was considerably puzzled to get at it. Walking
around several times, he dually got his foot in
it. Then he stopped short, held up his besmearedfoot before him, and regarded it in the
most comical manner for a tnOment, and then
commenced licking and sucking his paw. He
bad learned something, and continued the
operation until the molasses was gone, when he
lookud up to iuyfaei as if ashing for more.

1 have retained him and several other membersof his queer tribe as pets; I1 would send you
ono by mail, if it were not for having to closely
imprison him for some time in h little box, and
submit him to the care of so many Administra
lion P. M.'s., who might imagine said bdx to containdoubloons. Three different times within the
present year have I attempted1 to send small
sums of money by mail to the States, and each
time has the moaey failed to reach its destination.I do not wish to wronyJiUly accuse Governmentofficials of dishonesty. The money
may have been taken by mail robbers. Has
anybody heard of depredations having been
committed on the Western mails?

This camp at Red Ilock Canon is one that I
have described 111 one ot 1117 earlier " Inklings.
We are again 011 the road we went out. As it
was nearly five lipurs till sunset, after the tents
were pitched, I shouldered ray rifle and walked
oat, bending my steps down the qountry. 1 was
surprised to find that the farther I walked the
more the Canon expanded, until finally, after
having travelled several miles, I found myself
in. a wide valley in the miust of a dense forestof majestic trees, composed of almost every
variety to be found in this Southwestern conntry.Oh, what a grand and no}>le forest, and
how refaeBhing, after riding all dpy over a vast
prairie, where scafccly a green shrub broke the
never-varying scene I Filled with thousands of
birds of every hue, and vocal with their sweet
melody, one loves to loiter, and gaxe, and listen,among the beauties of which he wonld
never weary.
Among this merry host of feathered songsters,I noticed the familiar robin, the bob-oliok,the cat-bird, the jay, the magpie, the naocking-bird,the red-bird, and numerous others, all

in their gayest mood. They seemed to be an

inquisitive set of birds, and wojuld approach
me very closely, especially the magpie, who
would fly all atrmtoa me and hover Over my
head, as though 'inclined to Hght thereon.
When I stood still* many of them wonld perch
upon boughs in front of me, and almost in
reach, and look injo my face with a peculiarly
comical and quizzical leer.

Aside from the birds of song, the woods were

literally filled with wild turkeys, grouse, pheasants,quails, and wood-hens. Deers, bares, and
rabbits, aa well as numerous special of ferocious
animals of prey, ajso congregate here, and delightin such sylvan abodes.

While strolling aloeg4 narrow deer-path,ui
enjoying the shady coolnes^ I espied a gracefulyoung doe, abont half-grown. As is presenteda very fine shot, I fired on her, and broke
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her right leg just below the shoulder. She at
tempted to ruu, but fell down the embank raent
of tne little stream. I ran to her, and found
her lying on her left side, trembling, and look
ing at her bleediug wounds, but making no
effort to effect her escape f out her cruel mur

lororau T A" -1
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.self. As I approached her, she turned her face
to mine, and great tears were chasing each
oiher down her cheeks. Her look was steadfastand supp'.icatu.g. as if she would ask :
' Could you not let me live here in my beautifulhome?" I am not sure that sympathetic
tears did not find vent from mv own eves. At
least, I deeply regretted what 1 had done, and
set about repairing damages to the best of mysurgical ability. 1 had some lint, linen, and
healing-salve, with me. I always carry these
articles, they come so handy in case of accident.I washed the wound with cold water,
stanched the flow of blood with the lint, obtaineda few Bplintersfrom a shivered tree hard
by, and proceeded to bind up the wound in very
good style. I then set the poor fawn on her
feet. She did not attempt to run, but stood
there trembling, and looking very thankful,
while I walked off heart-sick at my own bloodywork on the poor little innocent.

I went back to the camp for the first time
without any game. But 1 did not tall " our
mess" of my affecting adventure, lest theyshould laugh at what they would be pleased to
term my chicken heartedness. i

But hdre close my rambles and observations
among the interesting animals of the plains.And, thanking you for your kind indulgence, 1
am truly, yours, Guv Oaklkak.

SOURCES OF FERTILITY IN SOILS.

Liebitr. in his chemical researches. «ava : " If
we calculate, from the result of asti analysis,the quautity of phosphoric acid required by a
wheat crop, including grain and straw, we find
the wheat demands more abundant supplies of
phosphoric acid than any other plants. Wheat
consumes phosphoric acid in greater quantities
during the growth of the seed than at any other
period, and this is the time when practical men
believe the soil to suffer the greatest exhaustion.Plants in general derive their carbon
and nitrogen fr< m the atmosphere ; carbon in
the form of carbonic acid, nitrogen in the form
of ammonia; from water (and ammonia) they
receive hydrogen ; and sulphur from sulphuric
acid.''

Boudrimout mentions the existence of intwr.titialcurrents in arable soils, and the intluencethey exert on agriculture. He states
" that there is a natural process at work by
which liquid currents rise to tho surface, and
thus bring up materials that help either to
maiutain its fertility or modify its character."
Many phenomena of agriculture and vegetation
have at different times been observed, which,
hitherto inexplicable, are readily explained on

this theory ; such, for example, as the improvementthat takes place in fallows ; and there is
reason to believe that these currents r. aterially
influence the rotation of crops.
Take the masterly views of Schlieden, in

Germany. He asserts that "the goodness of
the soil depends on ita inorganic constituents;
so far, at least, as they are soluble in water, or

through continued action of carbonic and ; and
the more abundant and varied these solutions,
the more fertile is the ground."
The amazing yield of Indian corn in Mexico,

from two to six hundred fold, is something
which, with all our skill, we cannot accomplish,
and is a fact in favor of the argument " that in
110 case do the organic substances contained in
the soil perform any direct parts of the nutritionof plant*." _ .. ftl« OVU1VC 11 U1I1

which the oxygen and hydrogen of plants arc

derived, the principal of which is water. A!!
of theiu agree that the carbon of vegetables is
derived principally from the air, partly from the
soil. It becomes evident, then, from the most
conclusive proofs, that humus in the form in
which it exists in soils does uot yield the smallestnourishment to plants. The excellent advantagesderived from the experiments of
talented and industrious men, who have directed
every effort to aid practical agriculture, justly
entitle them to golden praise from mankind.
Liebig has the merit of having been the first
who laid before the public some views as to (be
source of the constituents of plants. He remarks: " How does it happen that wheat does
not flourish on sandy soil, and that a (calx or)
calcareous soil u unsuitable for its growth, unlessit is mixed with a large quantity of clay?
It is because these toils do not contain alkalies
and certain other ingredients in sufficient
quantity 5 and therefore the growth of the wheat
is arrested, even though all other substances
should be present in abundance."

In some soils there may be too much straw
making food, but not enough for the maturing
of the grain. Again, the absence of the necessarymoisture in the noil will cut off the supplies
of food to plants. But an excess of it may
cause available food wanting for tbe developmentof the grains to be appropriated to the
straw. In very wet seasons, especially in the
absence of under drains, where there is much
straw-making food and a deficiency of phos
phates, the latter is taken up by the stalks and
leaves, to the loss of the grain ; hence, some
soils may yield less grain in a wet season, but
more straw, than they would do in a dryer one,
other things being equal.

" Grain is carried to the cities, and the substancesin the soil that made it are removed far
away from the original source, and the soil is
robbed of it, and but a small portion- of their
elements are seut to the soil from whence they
were taken." Iu nature's economy, nothing is
lost; but when man displaces things, he should
pat them back again in their owu places. The
wheat-grower should return to his lauds in the
shape of fertilizers ihe same elements which he
has taken, or he will soon tiiid the spil exhausted,so that he cannot produce the same grain.
In many of our best wheat-growing places in
the West, the lands are so much exhausted that
wheat crops do not pay far their labor and expenseof growing. The common opinion hithertoprevalent, and still held by some, that the
soil of the West cannot he exhausted, is thereforea great mistake.

In our cultivation of wheat we have exhaustedthe soil of so much of the elements that produeeit, that maize is fast taking the place of
wheat, especially in the prairie districts, where
the ground is less protected by the snow in
winter than in others. In Canada, where the
winter is severe, the ground being covered by
snow, the wheat does not suffer as that sown in
more changeable climates. It is found by experience,that in a climate when there is little
snow, the land needs to bo fertilized and plougheddeep, in order to give the roots a strong hold
in the soil. Fertilization will cause a vigorous
growth, and the roots of plants in well-prepared
soils strike deep and bold fast. This Increases
.1 A J .1

me growm or me piani, ana augments the

quantity and quality of the crops..Cor. of the
Boston Cultivator.

Singular Stout of the late Emperor or
Russia..Alexander Dumas has published a

singular story concerning the late Czar Nicholas,of Russia, viz: that after the disastrous
news from the Crimea of Russian defeats, the
Caar resolved to die! Should he retrace his
footsteps and abandou his policy, he would
have to give the lie to a reign of thirty years.
Should he persist in carrying on the war, he
would ruin Russia. But what he could not ask
for without lose of honor, via: peace, bis successormight. He therefore, by pressing solicitation,obtained from hris physician, who had
previously resisted for two months, a dose of
poison strong enough to allow him to live a few
hoars after having taken it The physician left
St. Petersburg on the i?th February, baring
obtained from the Emperor a declaration in
writing which made him safe at all points. On
the morning of the Ibth the Emperor swallowedthe poieon, after which he seat for the Grand
Duke Alexander* (now Emperor,} and told him
alU: The latter mould have cried otft for help,
but the Emperor prevented Inn) by an order so

positive that, as a son and a subject, he could
not disobey his father and hi§ sovereign. Then
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the Emperor explained to him in detail tbe ino
tives which induced him to take this heroic
step. The ioung Prince, broken hearted, the
tears streaming from his eyes, his utterance
choked by sobs, listened to the dreadful nnrra
Uve on his knees, and clasped his bands I
claiming " my father 1 my father! " The Km- '

peror would not allow him to quit his side until
he had obtained from him a solemn promise to
let death take its course without attempting to
stop it. But the iustant the young Prince was
out of the room, his filial love triumphed over
his fidelity to his word, and he summoned the
whole royal family, and also three physicians.The latter arrived too late. The Emperor, aftera not very violent agony, expired at twentyminutes past twelve, at noon, on the 18th of
February, 1855. At the same instant Russia
changed not only her master but her policy.

THE ANGEL OF DEATH.
The ship Raven, bound from New York to

the East Indies, w?-; crossing the Southeast
trade;. with ^11 drawing sail set It was the
last dog watfth. the time between six and eight
o'clock, and several of the wAlch who ought to
have been-on deck were below, listening to a

yarn which Tom Gray was spinning." Catch that pigeou," said Bill Graves, inIterrupting the yarn, and springing from his
seat, " catch that. beautiful pigeon before it
tlies on deck again 1 "
"What pigeou?" demanded half a dozen

voices, " we dou't see anything."In the mean tims, before the sailors could
make further inquiry, an order was issued from
the quarter deck, to haul the main topmast
staysail down. This brought the straggleis of
the watch on deck, and those below requestedTom to continue his yarn; but Tom, apparentlyunconscious of their request, said, in a sorrowfultone." Poor Bill, he is not long for this
world." The white pigeou which he saw was
the angel of death, who appeared to me as he
has done before, like a young man with an

hour-glass in his hand, the sauds of which had
nearly run out. He was rigged in white,
fastened routi 1 the waist with a band like fire,
and the name of Bill Graves on it.''

Hardly had he finished his description, when
the thrilling crv rang fore and att, u A man
overboard ! ' In ail instant all hands were on
deck, the ship hove to, and the lee-quarter boat
lowered. But all in vain. Poor Bill Graves,
who had been thrown overboard by the staysail
sheet, sank to rise uo more. By the time the
boat was hhisted up, and the sails trimmed, the
dog watch was out. After the exchange of
.orrowful regrets the watches separated, but
tin: fate of Graves was the theme of their conversation; even after the watch below had
turned into their hammocks, they spoke of him,
aud his many fine qualities as a seaman.tor
he was a general favorite.
The watch ou deck formed a group around

Tom Gray, who said that he had frequently
seen the Angel of Death before. " The first
time, shipmateI saw him, was when I helongedto the British ten gun pelter Vulture,
lying in the hyrbor of Sierra Leone. We had
the fever on' b^ard, and over thirty men were
down with it. 1 was sick at the time myself.
The A ugel of Death came down the main hatchway,and walked deliberately forward among
the hammock;* He was then dressed in a

long (lowing arbe of orange yellow, and in his
right hand he held a scroll with the names of
a dozen men o 1 it, and in his left was the same
hour glass tha£ I saw this evening. He was

very beautiful, ,had long, curly hair, of raven
black, encircled by a band on which the words
" Angel of I tenth '' seemed to blaze and burn.
He 111,1k/>d lie n.>» stlw qauv ' . .unn

stiid w not yet.' Then passing from hammock
to hammock, bj retraced his steps toward the
main hatchway, followed by the men whose
names were on the 'scroll. A dozen men died
that night. Li ) paid us a visit almost every
day, sometimes,; taking one or more from our

number, until r-e had lost tweuty-five men.
The next tiin^ i saw him was in a church in

Bermuda, lie ^entered the pulpit, and stood
beside the miui Aer full five minutes, looking at
the hour-glass. I could see the sand distinctly
running, and wjen it was out, the parson staggeredand fell. I was the first to rush to his
assistance, and as I raised him in my arms, 1
saw his form follow the Angel of Death down
the broad aisle, and disappear. The minister
died in my aimu. The last time 1 was in New
York, I saw him take a poor suffering child
from its mother's arms into his own, and kiss
it aud disappear. The child died a few miti
utes afterwards, which makes me think that the
soul leaves the body before life is extinct. The
augel was theu robed in green."
Tom told iur ny other strange stories of the

Angel of Death and his doings, which left a

deep impression on the minds of hit hearers,
who believed hit every word..Boston Ti'apeller.

sometnivo Ltrffc a mtluovatre..A St. Petersburgletter of 22d ult. says: 44 The great
event of the day is the definitive retirement from
business of tbe celebrated banker, Steiglitz.
The day before yesterday he sent an official
letter, ordering his agent, M. Fcleisen, to wind
up the business of the house before the first of
January, I860, on which day it will cease to
exist. M. Steiglitz has taken part in all tbe
great financial affairs of the Government, and
also possessed manufactories, sugar refineries,
Ac. M. Steiglitz, spn., arrived in Russia about
fifty vears ago. He came from Hamburg, and
was a .lew by birth, but changed to Protestantiism. Immediately after his arrival in Russia
hp entered into business, and founded the house
winch he Iwqueathed to his son, with the title
of baron and a fortune of thirty millions of
francs (1,200,000pounds sterling.) M. Steiglitz,
jr., has since conducted the firm with such sucIcess thst he now retires with, it is said, a foritune of two hundred and eighty millions of
francs. This enormons fortune exists partly
in capital deposited in the imperial banks, part|ly in shares in the best Russian companies, and
partly in landed estates in the south of Russia,
Livonia, and Germany. lie married a Mdlle,
Muller, belonging to a highly respectable,
though not rich, family, but has no children.
I need not tell you of the conjectures and commentswhich are expressed as to the cause of
this sudden and unexpected event, but the
real reason of his retirement is said to be the
delicate health of Madame Steiglitz."

Scene after an ELti»ua>iJ Hunt in Ceylon.
When every wild elephant had been noosed
and tied up, the scene presented was one truly
oriental. From one to two thousand natives,
many of them in gaudy dresses, and armed with
spears, crowded about the enclosures. Their
families had collected to see the spectacle; women,whose children clung like little bronzed
Cupids by their sides ; and girls, many of them
in tha graceful costume of that part of the country,a scarf, which, after having been brought

i .1 . .1 *.L. 1 -A. l
rouna ine waisi, i.s lurowu over iue irn iuuui-

tier, leaving the right arm and side free and uu>

covered. At the foot of each tree was its captivetlephant; some still struggling and writhingin feverish excitement, while others, in exhaustionand despair, lay motionless, exoept
that from time to time they heaped fresh dust
upon their heads. The mellow notes of a

handyan, which was played at a little distance,
had a striking effect upon one or more of them;
thj?y turned their beads in the direction from
which the music came, expanded their broad
ears, and were evidently soothed with the
plaintive sound. The two little ones alone still
roared for freedom; they stamped their feet,
and blew clomd9 of dndt otter their shoulders,
brandishing their little trpnks aloft, and attack'
ing every one who came within their reach. At
first, the older gnej, when secured, spurned
every offer of food, trampled it uuder foot, and
turned haughtily away. A few, however, as

they became more composed, could not resist
the temptation of the iufcysums of the plantain,
bat, rolling them under tpat till they detaehed
the layers, jhey raised them in their trunks, and
ooro'tnencyil chewing them listlessly. On the
whole, whilst the sagneky, the composure, and
docility of the deooys was such as to excite
lively astonishment, it was not possible to withv

. /

HATES OF ADVERTISING. I
Ten cents a line for the first insertion, Jive I

cents a line for each subsequent one. Ten fl
words constitute a line. Payment in advance
is invariably required. I

ISST" Money may be forwarded by mail at H
my risk. Notes on Eastern banks preferred. M

Large amounts may be remitted in drafts or H
certificates of deposit. H
t&~ Subscribers wishing their papers chang- ilfl

ed, will give the name of the post office changed I
from, as well as tbe post office the^ wish it
hereafter aeut to. I I

POUT All communications to the'Era, whether f I
on business of the paper or lor publication, I
should be addressed to fl

O. BAILEY, Washington, J). C.

...MS........WW H
hold the highest admiration from the ^alm end
dignified demeanor of the captivos. Their H
whole bearing was at variance wan tho re pre- H
sentations made by some of the " sportsmen " H
who harass theiu, that they are treacherous, H
savage, aud revengeful; when tormented by H
the guns of their persecutors, they, no doubt, H
display their powers and sagacity in efforts to H
retaliate or escape ; but here their ewry move- H
ment was indicativo of innocence and timidity.
After a struggle, in which they evinced no dis-
position to violence or revenge, they submitted
with the calmness of despair. Their attitudes H
were pitiable, their griet was most touching, I
and their low moaning went to Ujo

'
earl. It H

would not have been tolerable, had they" either H
been captured with unnecessary pain or reserv-

ed for ill-treatment afterwards. |i H

Sir James Tennant, in his recent work on fl
Ceylon, gives the following account of a inusi- I
oal fish found in a lake in that islanda. H

On the occasion of another visit which I I
made to ll.ittiealoa, in September, 184S, I I
made some iu(|uiries relative to a story which I
1 had heard of musical sounds, said to Van heard I
issuing from the bottom of the lake, «t several I
places both above aud Woo the terry Ippasate il
the old Dutch Fort, and which the natives tl
suppose to proceed from some fish peculiar to fl
the locality. The report wis confirmed to mo '

in all its particulars, and ouo of the spots
whence the sounds proceed was pointed out I
between the pier and a rock which inlOBBMli I
the channel, two or tluec hundred raids to the I
eastward. They were faid to be hiard at
night, and most distinctly when the moon was I
nearest the full, and they were described e.s r<*-

rttabling Um faiut awuai notes of ai. dBoliaa
harp. I sent for some of the iisherineu, who
said they were perfectly aware of the fact, and I
that their fathers had always known of the * .v- I
lstcnco of the musical sounds heard, th iy su d,
at the spot alluded to, but only during the dry |
season, und they cease when the lake ;s Swollen ><

by the freshes after the rain. They believed
them to proceed from a shell, which is known
by the Tamil name of oorie roolomx- iradot,
(or the ' crying shell,') a name in which tho
sounu seems to have been adopted as an echo
of the sense. I sent them in search of tho '*

shell, and they returned, bringing me some '\
living specirueus of different shells, chiefly
littorina and cerithium. Iu the evening, when if
the inoou hud risen, I took a boat, and accompaniedthe fishermen to the spot. We rowed j|about two hundred yards northeust of the jetty (
by the fort gate. There was not a broath of

^

wind, nor a ripple, except that caused by tho L

dip of our oars; and on coming to the point
mentioned, 1 distinctly hearu the sounds in
question. They came up from the water like
ttie gentle trills of a musical chord, or tho
faint vibrations of a wine-glass, when its rim is
rubbed bv a wet linger. It was not one sui-

'

tamed note, hut u multitude of tiny sounds,
each clear and distinct in itself- the sweet*. t
treble mingling with the lowest hto>s. On upplyingthe ear to the wood-work of the bout, 1
the vibration was greatly increased in volume
by conduction. The sounds varied considerablyat different points, as we moved across
the lake, ns if the number of the animals from j.which they proceeded was greatest in particular
spots ; aud occasionally we rowed cut of hearingot them altogether, until on returning to
the original locality the sounds were at once
renewed."

EX-GOV. ADAMS OF SOHII CARO- 4
UNA ON SECTIONAL ISSCES.

aThe subjoined extracts are from a ? cent
j»uislie<1 men of South Carolina. Rover.nig to
the Charleston Convention, he says:

" From all that I can see, the chief difficulty
with that assembly will be to ascertain how
much farther the South will yield.bow much
Iontrer she will submit. This noint aatisfartoril v
settled, it will be a matter of secondary considerationwhether their standard-bearer hails from
the Rio Grande, lletc.lt Island, Richmond, or

Chicago. A gutta percha plnliorm is all that
will be wanted to send them away rejoicing.
to enter with renewed zeal and enthusiusai on
the glorious work of bamboozling the masses
with continuing the Democratic party in power
for another term.''

Here is the way the Ex-Gov. would meet tho
crisis :

u Instead of sitting down in calm considerationof potency of moderation in arresting the
onward inarch of our foes, I think it tim>* that
the public beart lie aroused, by holding up tho
proud examples of the past, and encouraging -j
the fearless imitation of them. The feeling
which inspired the noble seutitnent.we have
counted the cost, and find nothing so intolerableas voluntary submission to insult and
WTong.is not dead in the hearts of our people,
and if our leaders wonld but rise superior to
the LlandishmeuU and temptations of Washington,they could kindle a blaze in the Southernheart that would cause the v< ry knees of
our enemies to knock together with fear and
trembling. I could name ten Southern Senators,who, by a concerted movement, could in
less thau three mouths rally their respective
constituents in favor of a Southern Confederacy, i

« # * * Xto Union is not the Union 1
which our fathers bargained for. Under it wo
are daily insulted, outraged, and plundered,
and the sooner it is dissolved tho better. To
talk of friendship with those whom our reason
forbids us to have faith, and our affections
wounded through a thousand pores instruct us
to detest, is madness and folly.

H With high regard, I have the honor to be
your obedient servant, J. H. Adams."

Eli Thayer's Free-Labor Colony in VtroiN'ia..luthe Ceredo (Va.) Crescent of November5 we find a number of items of interest
in regard to the progressof that young hut vigorouscolony. An enterprising and experienced
boat-builder has begun the construction of
barge9 and flat boats. It is also proposed to
have a steamboat, owned by Ceredo capitalists,
to run between Cincinnati and Ceredo. Petitionshave been extensively circulated through
the county for the introduction of the free school
system. This is eminently characteristic.
Where New England men and women go, the.
free school will soon spring up. We observe,
also, that Miss Capron, of Massachusetts, well
known in Worcester county as a successful
and experienced teacher, was to have commenceda school in Ceredo on Monday, the
17th of November. The Ceredo Lyceum, also,
is in a Nourishing condition. Large numbers
of ladies attend its debates.
We also learn from a friend in Ceredo "that

the prospects of the colony were never so good
as at present. The miserable Harper's Ferry
raid cannot injure us here, but is constantly
helping us, by exhibiting, in striking contrast,
the two methods of revolutionizing Virginia.
There are several New England men of influ
euce and means, too, here now, who are all
much pleased with the country, and will probablymake it their future home.

" Hon. Mr. Dean, member of CongreRS fitvtn
Connecticut, is visiting here, observing the progressof the colony, and the capacity and resourcesof the region.1'. Woreerier [Mass.) Spy.
Forvkt.Bdcuaxax.Browx..Col. Forney,

of the Philadelphia press, it will be remembered,was the right-haud man of Buchanan in the
Presidential contest, and literally won the Presidencyfor the " Sage of Wheatland." Col. Forneynow says : " Mr. Buchanan himself is more
gailty, in a moral aense, for the work at Harter'sFerry, than poor old Brown." And again ;

Ilia (Bochanao'a) attempt to carry Slavery
into the midst of a hostile local opinion is of
the same character as that of John Brown to
secure Freedom to 4 people who would have
none of it. If it was right in James Buchanan
to force Slavery upon a people, it was right in
John Brown to foroe Freedom upon the South.
Their authority outside of law was precisely
the same. It is unfortunate that Mr. Buchanr
an had not possessed the honesty of purpose of
poor old Brown. It would have saved the credit
of the Administration, and probably the life pf
that crazy and deluded agitator."


